
The Tngedie of 

And thefe fame, thoughts people this little world. 

In humours like the people of this world : 

For no thought is contented : the better fort. 

As thoughts of things diuinc are intermixt 

With fcruples^and do fet the word it felfc 

Againft thy word, as thustCome little ones, and then again§ 
Itis as hard to come as for a Gammcll 
To threed the foiall pofteme of a fmall needles eye - 
Thoughts tending to ambition they doc plot 
Vnlikely wonders : how thefe vaine weakc nay let 
May teare a paiFagc thorow the flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon walks: 

And for they cannot die in their owne pride. 

Thoughts tending to content, flatter themfelues. 

That tbey are not the firft of Fortunes flaues, 

Nor lhall not be the laft,like feely beggars-, 

Who fittingin the Stockes, refuge their ihame. 

That many haue,and others muft fit there. 

And in this thought they finde a kind of eafe. 

Bearing their owne misfortunes on the backc 
Of fueh as haue before indurdc the like. 

Thus play I in onePrifon many people. 

And none contented $ fometunes am I a King, 

Then treafons make me wifo my felfe aBegger, 

And fo I am : then crufhing Penurie 
Perfwades me I was better when a King* 

Then ami a King againe, and by and by, 

.Thinke that I amvnkingcle by 8ulltti^bro< kf > 

And ftraite am nothing. But what ere I be. 

Nor l, nor any man,thatbut man is, 

With nothing lhall be pleafde, till he be eafde 
With being nothing.Muficke do Iheare-, Afufukt fty** 

Ha,ha,keepetime; how fowrefweete Muficke is 
WhenTime is broke, and no proportion kept j. 

So is it in the muficke of mens Hues: 

Andheerehauelthedaintinefleofcare ^ 

To diecke Time broke in dfiorderedfirfogt 
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King Richard the Second. 

But for the concord of my (late and time, 

Had not an eare to hearemv true Time broke: 

I wafted Time, and now doth Time wafteme : 

For now' hath T ime made his numbring cloclce; 

My thoughts areminuts.and with figlies theyiarre, 

Their watches on vnto mine eyes the outward watch 
Whereto my Finger like a Dials poynt, 

Is poynting ftill,in cleanfing them from tcares. 

Now fir, the found that tels what houre itis, 

Are clamorous groancs, which ftrike vpon my heart, 

Which is the Bell : fo fighes,andTcares,andGroanes, 

Shew Minutes,Times,and Houres : but my Time 
Runnes polling on in dullitigbrook's proud ioy, 

While Iftandfoolingheerc his iackeof the Clocke : 

This Mufickemaddes me, let it found no more. 

For though it haue holpemadd men to their wits. 

In me itfeemesit willmakevvife menmadd . 

Yet blefsing on his heart that giues it me, 

For t’isa figne ofloue : audloue to Richard, 

Is aftrangc Brooch in this al-hating world. 

Bnttr a Cjroome of the Stable, 

Crotme. Haile roy all Prince. 

‘Rtch. Thankes noble Pearc : 

The chcapeft of vs is ten groats too deare. 

What art thou? and how commeft thou hither. 

Where no man neucr comes but that fad Dogge, 

That bringes me food to make misfortune liu e? 

cjroome. I was a poore Groome of thy (table, King, 

When thou wert King : who trauelling towards Yorke, 

With much adoe (at length) haue gotten leauc. 

To looke vpon my fometimes royall maiflers face: 

Oh how it ernd my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftrectes that Coronation day. 

When 'Bullwgbrookf rode on Roane Barbaric, 

ThatHorfe,that thou fo often haft beftride. 

That Horfe,that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

%?ch. Rode he on Barbaric, tell me gentle friend, 
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